THE    LAST    ARABIAN    X IG H T          537

much satisfaction in that.

At about half-past three, Mr. Pelumpton's steady flow
was suddenly checked. Somebody was at the front door.
Mrs. Pelumpton immediately made a dramatic appear-
ance from nowhere, crying, "You go and see, Pa. It
might be Maggie/' and then waited, tense, with lifted
brows and open mouth, while Pa shuffled out of the room
and along the hall.

"Yersh, that'sh right/' they heard him say. "Come
inshide. Jusht a minute.'* And then he came shuffling
back, so maddeningly deliberate that his wife's eyes
began rolling round with sheer impatience. "Is it Mrs.
Foster?" she cried.

"No, it ishn't Mishish Foshter," he replied, with
dignity. He looked at Turgis. "It'sh a young lady from
your offish who'sh been shent to shee you."

"Take her in the front/' said Mrs. Pelumpton, before
Turgis could get out of the room.

It was little Poppy Sellers, and Turgis took her into
the front; which only made it all the more queer, for he
hardly ever went into that room. It was used only on
the most special occasions, and for about three hundred
and sixty days of the year it remained a shrouded and
mysterious chamber. It housed, behind faded lace
curtains, some of Mr. Pelumpton's best bargains in
"pieshesh," a piano with a pleated silk front, two arm-
chairs that were very shiny and plushy, half a bear-skin
rug, several books in one glass case, dozens of butterflies
in another case, two real oil paintings of waterfalls, and a
fine collection of shells, glass paper-weights, wool mats,
marble ash-trays, and souvenirs of all the South-Eastern
seaside resorts. Above the mantelpiece, and flanked by
two tall mirrors that had storks painted on them, Mrs,